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One 


Author's Notes: 
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"Nol 


"Aw, come on James... 
"Nol" 

"But you haven't even thought about it". 

"I have. | thought quickly and came to a near immediate conclusion. That conclusion is..NO!" 

Lars looked at Kirk and sighed. They both looked at James. He was sat on the settee, arms folded across his 


chest, jaw muscles clenched and eyebrows down in a frowny way. It was his best stubborn look, one that Lars 
and Kirk found almost impossible to dissuade. 


"Ok, so the answer is no"..Lars began. 

"No shit, Sherlock!" James snorted. 

"Let me finish! Can you at least give us a reason why?" 

"Just one reason?" James raised his eyebrows. "How about a hundred, if you guys have time". 
Lars sat down opposite James, on one of Kirks' amps. "Go on then" he said. 


"Right". James took a deep breath. "It's stupid. t's babyish. Its too commercial. It's a waste of time. It's boring. 


"OK, OK!" Lars held up his hands in defeat. 

"Aw, James, it's not that commercial" Kirk wheedled. "I mean, Mocha Music is only a little TV station’. 
"A small, local, practically underground station’ Lars added on 

"That plays exclusively metal" Kirk continued 


"And not just big name bands like us or Iron Maiden" Lars said. "But little, up and coming bands. It give them a 
break that other TV stations won't". 


"Besides" Kirk said in a hopeful tone. "Don't you think it would be just a little bit fun?" 


James glared daggers at his band mates. "Fun? Are you fucking kidding me? Having piles would be more fucking 


fun!" He leapt up from the settee, as if his none - existent (but universally more fun) piles were playing him 


up. 


"This is bullshit! You guys are crazy! The answer is NO, so you can call Mocha Music back and tell them to 
stuff a cactus up their asses. A cactus with poison spikes!" 


Then James stormed out of the room, slamming the door after him so hard that the foundations of the 


Metallimansion shook 
Kirk gazed at Lars. Lars shrugged. 


"| don't think he wants to do it". he said. 
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James flung his bedroom door open, stamped across the room and threw himself down onto his bed. He lay 


there a minute, fuming and calling Lars, Kirk and Mocha Music some rude names. 

"Stupid motherfuckers!" he growled under his breath. "Why didn't they just tell the TV station to suck on a 
"Hey, James!" a familiar voice called out cheerfully. James gasped and sat up with a jump. There was Cliff, 
standing in the doorway, grinning at him. 

Shit Cliff, you startled mel" James said. 


"Sorry dude" said Cliff, still grinning. "Say, was that an earthquake | heard a minute ago? Or did the living room 


door suffer your wrath?" 
"| didn't slam it that hard" James muttered. 


"If you say so. Remind me to check the news tonight, to see if there's been any reports of earthquakes in the 


Bay Area’. 


"Asshole!" said James but already he seemed less cross. Cliff was so relaxing, even when teasing him. It was 
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almost impossible to remain mad when he was around, 


Cliff strolled over to James and sat on the bed next to him. "So, what caused you to tray and emulate an 


earthquake dude?" 

James chewed his bottom lip. "Nothing". 

Cliff put his hand on James’ shoulder. "Come on now Jamie" he said. "In all the years I've known you, every 
time there has been something wrong with you and I've asked you what it was and you've said nothing, have | 
ever stopped badgering you until you've told me what your problem was?" 


James tried to look impatient but he couldn't help smiling. 


‘Ok, well its not much really. Just that this dumb TV station called Lars, wanting us to do this dumb 


challenge". 
"A dumb challenge?" Cliffs' eyes lit up. "Hey, that sounds kinda fun’. 
James scowled. "It's not fun, buddy. Trust me, it's lamer than.urm, a lame horse". 


"What is it?" Cliff asked "Do we have to dress up in drag?" 


"No" said James, blushing. 

"A simulated wedding between you and Kirk?" 

"Nol" 

"Art you're the one who has to wear the wedding dress?" 

"No WAY!" James yelped. 

(At the bottom of the stairs, Lars and Kirk were eavesdropping intensely. Lars nudged Kirk, the shook his head. 
‘| can hear more no's. | don't think Cliff's having any more luck persuading James than we did’). 


"Come on dude, spill the beans" Cliff begged. "If you don't, I'll just assume that it's something to do with 


dressing up as women, 


‘OK, fine" James sighed. "Mocha Music want Metallica and Flotsam and Jetsam to stay at some grotty old hotel 
for the night. See, how boring is that?" 


"| dunno man, we've had our share of fun over the years, staying in grotty hotels" Cliff mused. 
"That was when we were young and poor" said James with dignity. 
"And now we're slightly older but still young and um, slightly less poor” Cliff said helpfully. 


"Huh!" James huffed and stared down at his grubby trainers. "Getting older is fucking overrated, if you ask 


me" 
"Sure old man I'll get you a bath chair for Christmas" Cliff teased. "So, where is this hotel?” 

"Um, you're probably never heard of it" 

“Try me? 

James frowned. "Just some old dump called Walter Towers". 

"Walter Towers?" Cliff said with interest. “Isn't that the hotel that's supposed to be really haunted?" 


"Yeah, | guess so". James scowled again, "| think that's why Cocksucker Music want us to stay there. You know, 


it's supposed to make it more challenging. More dumb and lame, | think!" 


"Is that putting you off Jamie?" Cliff grinned evilly. "You're not scared of ghosts, are ya?" 
James went red. "James Hetfield is not scared of..ah, never mind. It's still a dumb idea’. 
"So, when's the challenge for?" Cliff asked. 

"October 3st". 

"On Halloween?" Cliff said innocently. 

"Yeah cus it's supposed to be more scary that way". James rolled his eyes. 


"Ha, cooll" Cliff said. "And with Flotsam and Jetsam". He smirked again. "| wonder what Jason will think of all 


this?" 

James gave Cliff the middle finger. 

"Awww" said Cliff, giving James big puppy dog eyes. "Don't ya like Jason Newsted?" 

"Yes. And | want to stuff a cactus up his ass. With steel spikes on it" said James. 

"Ahh, don't be like that dude. | think he's a nice kid" said Cliff. 

"Good! When we stay at Walter Towers, you can sleep in bed with him and cuddle him if he gets scared". 
Cliff's jaw dropped. "Hey man? Do you mean you're gonna do the challenge?" 

James blinked. "Am |?" 

Yeah, you just said when we do it". 

James lowered his eyebrows and stuck his bottom lip out a little. 

"| will if you do" he finally said. 

lm game" Cliff said. "It's won't be a Metallica challenge unless all members take part, will it?" 
"Yeah. Yeah, that's true". James brightened up. 

"Great!" said Cliff. "You gonna tell Lars and Kirk then?" 


"Um, yeah, I'd better" said James. He got up off the bed and trotted down stairs. He found Lars and Kirk in the 


living room, arms wrapped around each other and kissing passionately. 


"Hey you guys?" James said loudly. His band mates broke apart and stared at him. Kirk blushed but Lars just 
giggled. 


"James, you don't have a face that looks like thunder anymore" he said. 
"Thanks buddy. Say, did you call back Mocha Music and tell them to stuff a poisoned cactus up their asses?" 
"Um, no" said Lars, looking guilty. 


James folded his arms and leaned against the door frame. "You were waiting for Cliff to speak to me cos you 


thought he'd persuade me to accept the challenge, weren't you?" 


"Oh no, really no" Lars insisted. "| was waiting for the library to open so | could go there and researched 


species of cactuses with poisoned spikes". 
"Cacti" Kirk pointed out. 


"Yeah, those too. If | was going to insult Mocha Music so much, | at least wanted to have the correct 
knowledge of botany". 


"Um" said James. "Well, screw that. I'm gonna take part in the dumbass challenge, OK?" 
"Really?" said Lars, pretending to be surprised. 


"Yeah, really" said James. "James Hetfield never turns down a challenge". 


Two 


It was a dark, windy evening. Sullen clouds drifted across the sky, threatening to spill their rain collection down 
onto Walter Towers and on the people who stood outside. Metallica and Flotsam and Jetsam were there, gazing 


up at the hotel, contemplating their task ahead. There was also a couple of reporters and cameramen from 


Mocha Music TV. 


From the outside, Walter Towers didn't look at all haunted. It was a little run down, needing a lick of paint and 
perhaps, new windows installed. The windows were of the old fashioned type; diamond pained and dating from 
about 1885. The garden was neat and tidy, with small shrubs and a freshly cut lawn. The path leading up to the 
front door was weed free but crumbling at the edges and the paint was flaking off the front door in places. 


Two tall lamps flanked the gate, occasionally flickering and making a buzzing sound. 

"OK, so here we are Mocha fans" the male reporter was saying, facing the TV camera. "It's a quarter past 
seven on the 3lst of October and our bands are just getting ready to enter Walter Towers. The hotel that's 
rumoured to be the most haunted in Californial”. He turned to the female reporter. "Isn't that right, Bettina?" 


"Absolutely, Harold" said Bettina, giving her team mate a winning smile. "Over the years, there have been 


numerous reports of haunting within the grounds and of course, the hotel itself". 

"Now that is interesting! Bettina, could you tell our viewers a little about Walter Towers?" 

‘Of course". Bettina smiled at the camera. "Walter Towers was built round about two hundred years ago, by 
English settlers. It's been operative as a hotel for most of the time. The hotel had been in the Terrys' family 
since 1902. The current owners are Mr and Mrs Terrys, who inherited Water Towers from Mr Terry's 
grandfather, in the 1950s. 

Since then, Mr Terrys has claimed that no guest has ever stayed a full night because of ghostly happenings. 
Currently, there is a thousand dollar reward offered to any guest who can stay the full term (breakfast 
included)". 

"Ah, interesting" said Harold. "Bettina, could you tell our fans a little about these ghostly encounters?" 


While Bettina talked to the viewers, Lars was briefing his musician buddies on their task ahead, just in case 


they hadn't paid attention (or had been drunk) when Mocha Music had told them the rules earlier. 


"OK, so at 19:30, we book in, get a quick tour by the manager and then go to our allotted rooms. Once in our 


rooms, we have to take photos of ourselves with the allotted cameras. Kirk?" 
Kirk, who had been gazing at Walter Towers with a dreamy expression on his face, jumped. "Huh? Pardon?" 


"The cameras. Have you got them?" 


"Oh yeah, sure". Kirk unzipped a huge sports bag he was wearing and rooted around inside. He took out a 


Polariod camera and showed it Lars. 
"Cooll OK, give one to James and one to Eric. They're gonna be our cameramen". 
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"What are the cameras for?" Eric asked, as he accepted the first one of Kirk. "Are they to try and take 
photos of ghosts with?" 


"Make sure you ask them first?" James sneered. "It's rude to take a photo without asking". 
"James, don't be awkward" said Lars in a Teacher Voice. "Actually, they're to take photos of us". 
"To prove we were there at the hotel” said Kirk, giving James the second Polaroid. 


"They have to be pictures we can show to the staff at the hotel and the staff at Mocha Music too" said Lars. 


"That means no photos of any of us naked, using the bathroom or doing sexual things". 


"Ha, you're planning to do sexual things" James said and the other guys all laughed. "Who could that be with, | 


wonder?" He gave Kirk a significant look. 
"Shush James" Lars said with dignity. 


"Ah!" said Bettina, approaching Lars and beaming at him. "Here we have Mr Ulrich, the drummer of Metallica!" 
Realising he was being filmed, Lars smiled back and looked attentive. 


"Good evening Bettina’ he said. 
"Good evening, Mr Ulrich. How are you feeling about the challenge ahead?" 


lm pretty excited, well we all are really" said Lars. "After all the touring we've been doing lately, it'll definitely 


make a change from our usual schedule". 

As Lars chattered away to Bettina, James scuffed his trainers, looking uncomfortable. He was afraid that he'd 
get interviewed next and he hated being in the limelight. He shuffled back into the shadows of a overhanging 
tree, wishing that it was time to go inside. 

"Hey Jamie? You alright?" Cliffs voice said softly next to him. 


"Uhh, yeah, | guess so" James muttered 


Cliff grinned at him. "So, are you trying to become one with the tree or just hiding from Bettina?” 


"She looks like she might interview me". 


"Dude, you're the front man of Metallica. The amount of concerts we've done over the years and you've stood 


up there, driving the crowds wild’. 
“That's different" James insisted. "I feel different when I've got a guitar in my hands". 


"Give me a minute" said Cliff. "| need to think of a suggestive comment about you having other things in your 


hands". 
"James! Stop hiding back there and come and say hi to the cameral" Lars suddenly appeared next to James, 
making him nearly fall over a tree root backwards. The rude name he had been about to call Cliff, he called 


Lars instead. 


"Hush James, don't say words like that when a TV camera is operating" Lars scolded. He ushered James over 


to Harold (Bettina was talking to Eric). Harold smiled and shook hands with James. 


"Ah, Mr Hetfield, a pleasure to meet you". James grinned weakly. "So, how are you feeling about tonight?" 


was Lars, I'd be talking nineteen to the fucking dozen now. 
‘| really fancy a pint. Oh yeah and a big meat pie. With a lovely golden crust on it". 
"Hm, Mr Hetfield?" said Harold, a slightly quizzical look on his face. 


"Oh yeah and to our fans!" James stuck his face right in the camera lens. "KEEP IT METAL, FUCKERS!" 


"Well yes, thank you for that Mr Hetfield" said Harold, while the camera man tried not to fall over backwards. 


"And now, we'll have a quick word with..”.. 
"Mel" said Lars, skilfully catching the camera man and simultaneously appearing in the camera's filed of view. "l 
want to say hi to our fans too! Also, hi to my Mom and Dad". Lars waved at the camera and did the metal 
sign with his hands. "Hi to all my uncles, aunts and grandparents. Oh yeah and to Dave and Junior from 
Megadeth. And the other guys from Megadeth. And to Ron, hi Ron! And to the cat and dogs back at the 

"Um, Lars?" said Jason Newsted, who had just come over. Lars turned towards him. 


"Yeah dude?" 


‘Its half past seven" said Jason, helpfully showing Lars his watch. 


Three 


"Shit!" Lars exclaimed. "We better be going in. The last thing we want is to be late. OK, come on guys! Wait, did | 
just say shit on TV?" 


"Well that's it for now, viewers!" said Harold. "As you can see, Metallica and Flotsam and Jetsam are just on 
their way inside Walter Towers. We're not allowed to film inside, unfortunately, so we'll be back tomorrow 


evening with all the news from our bands’ adventures in the most haunted hotel in California!" 


"Goodnight music fans" said Bettina. "And happy Halloween!" 
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Metallica and Flotsam and Jetsam approached the entrance door, where they found an old knocker in the shape 
of a dragon's head and a more modern doorbell. James' hands twitched towards the knocker but Lars gave him 


a stern gaze and rurg the bell. 

"Aw" said James. "What if the bell's broke and the hotel staff don't hear it?" 

"Of course it won't be broke" said Lars. "Listen, | can hear footsteps coming". 

A second later, the door opened and the lads were greeted by a kindly old man. He was dressed in a smart 


suit; his hair neatly brushed back and a friendly smile on his face. He didn't look like the sort of chap who 


would be running a haunted establishment at all. 
"Good evening gentlemen" he said. "You're here for the television show challenge, yes?" 
Lars shook hands with him. "Yeah, that's us. Good evening, sir". 


Excellent. Welcome to Walter Towers. My name is Mr Terrys and | am the hotel manager. Do come inside, 


won't you?" 


The guys trooped in over the threshold, peering round at their new surroundings. The reception was large but 
rather dark. Round ball lamps, that looked like relics from the 1920s, lit up the area by the desk, the entrance 
and an ancient, flowery settee opposite. The carpet was thick and soft, so much that hardly any footsteps 
could be heard. The wallpaper was faded and peeling in places. Kirk sighed as he drank in his new surroundings. 
To him, it all looked romantic. He wanted to tell Lars this but Lars was speaking to Mr Terrys. 


"Yes, you and Mr Hammett have a room with an en-suite and a four poster bed" the manger was saying. Kirk 


blushed and when he saw Jason grinning, gave him a stern look. 


"Well now, if you'll all just sign your names here in the guest book, I'll give you a quick tour of the hotel" Mr 
Terrys said. The guys all quickly lined up, eager to begin their adventure. (Well, most of them were). Once they 
had all signed, Mr Terrys gave them the keys to their various rooms. 


"There you go" he said, handing the last key to Eric. "OK, you're all up on the third floor so follow me and we'll 


end up there eventually” 
"Come on Kirky" Lars called to Kirk, who was admiring an old painting of a knight. 


"OK" Kirk said, hurrying after Lars. They followed Mr Terrys and the others through a large door to their 
right. A long corridor stretched out in front of them; doors leading off it to the left and right and a wide 
staircase at the far end. Old fashioned lamps hung from the ceiling, casting pools of light here and there. 


"Here we have the dining room" said Mr Terrys, pointing to a door with a brass plaque on, which read Dining 
Room. He opened the door and showed his guests inside. It was a large room, filled with heavy wooden tables 


and chairs. Still life paintings of food adorned the walls. 


"Breakfast will be served here in between 1:00 and 9:00 tomorrow morning" said Mr Terrys. "And you have a 


choice of traditional English breakfast or continental breakfast. That is, if you stay that long..".. 


Kirk caught James' eye and saw that he was listening intently. Mr Terrys nodded and closed the dining room 
door softly behind him. 


"Here's the bar" said Mr Terrys, pushing open the door opposite the dining room. (James' eyes lit up and he 
was the first inside). The room was done out in 1920s Art Deco style. Dull lights shone out from under red 
lampshades, reflected in the wide mirrors behind the actual bar area. Tables and chairs had been dusted and 


the whole area looked spotless but it was completely deserted. 


"Nobody's in here, having a drink?" said Kelly David-Smith, mainly to break the silence, which suddenly seemed 


to have become oppressive. 
"Good! All the more beer for me" said James. 


"We don't have any other guests at the moment" said Mr Terrys. "Many aren't up to the more frightening 


challenge of staying here over Halloween". 
"But there's no bar staff either" said Kelly David-Smith. 


"Well, no" Mr Terrys admitted. "We've hired staff before in the past but they've all been too terrified to stay 
long. "I think the longest was the janitor, who managed three days back in 1980. He had an unfortunate 


encounter with a haunted broom cupboard... 


Mr Terrys left the sentence hanging, leaving his guests to wonder about the janitor's encounter. James was 


more interested in the beer. 
"Um, if there's no staff, do we just help ourselves to the booze? Like as in self-service?" 


"No, young man. My wife will be manning the bar from 20:30 until its closing time at 23:00" Mr Terrys 
replied 


“Shouldn't that be womanning the bar?" Kirk said to Lars. 


Mr Terrys ushered James out of the bar and continued down the corridor, beckoning for the lads to follow 


him. He pointed out other doors but didn't enter beyond them. 


"Here we have the kitchen, but that's off limits, even to me. My wife doesn't like me underfoot when l'm 
cooking. This door leads to the stairs to the scullery and laundry room. Here's the fire exit. And finally, the 
back door, which leads to the flower and vegetable gardens". Mr Terrys pointed to a huge wooden door that 
resembled something out of a castle. There was a colossal knocker in the shape of a lion's head. James’ eyes 


shone at the sight of it. 
"No James, you can't knock it" said Lars at once. 
"Awww" protested James. "Just one little tap?" 


"Nol" said Lars. He glanced round; the others were already making their way back up the corridor. "Come on 


buddy, we're getting left behind". 
James hurried after Lars, grumbling. "Aw, | really wanted a go with that knocker". 
"You're obsessed with knockers! Hey, | think we're going up the stairs". 


"We'll take the stairs to your rooms, l'm sorry there isn't a lift" Mr Terrys was saying. "It's a little old timey, 
here. When | inherited the place from my Grandfather, about 30 years ago, his last dying wish was that my 
wife and | didn’t turn the hotel into some newfangled, flashy contraption Apart from general maintenance, 


Grandfather never had the place modernised so its very similar to how it was when it was originally built". 


They had reached the third floor landing at last. A gallery ran all around, with many doors leading off it. Long 
windows reached down nearly to the floor, giving a splendid view over the rear gardens. More paintings 


decorated the walls; looking at them, Lars was certain that many were over 200 years old. 


"Here we are, then’ Mr Terrys said. "Rooms 3 to T are all yours for the night. Rooms 6 and 7 have en-suites 


and there are bathrooms available for the other rooms at the far end of the gallery’. 


Lars nudged Kirk and pointed to Room 7. "Our luxury honeymoon suite" he whispered and Kirk giggled and 
blushed. 


"Well, I'll leave you boys to unpack and the bar will be open shortly" said Mr Terrys. "Ill be in the reception 
until 23:00, so if any of you want anything, just come along and find me". 


Four 


Lars unlocked the door and turning the handle, went into his and Kirk's room. Kirk followed him, gasping in 


surprise at what was within. 

Luxurious was an understatement. Panelled walls made from dark wood, a wide bay window with flowered silk 
curtains and a glittering chandelier met Lars and Kirks' eyes. The carpet was thick and sumptuous and felt 
plushy soft to walk on. More oil paintings and delicate watercolours hung on the walls. A tall wardrobe stood at 
the far end of the room. Most of all, the lads were impressed with the bed. It was a huge four poster, made 


from polished oak wood with gorgeous red silk curtains surrounding it. 


"Ohhh, wow!" Kirk cried, clasping his hands together in delight. "It's amazing. | shall feel like a prince, sleeping 


here". 


Lars smiled and ruffled Kirk's hair. "I asked Mr Terrys for the best room for us" he said. "If we're gonna be 


haunted by ghosts all night, the least we can do is do it in style". 


"Hahah, do WHAT in style?" a familiar voice echoed from the doorway. "You'll look well if you start shagging and 


a ghost comes in They can walk through walls, ya know". 
"James!" Lars exclaimed. "Me and Kirk were going to be romantic and you interrupted’. 
"Were we?" said Kirk hopefully. 


"Dude, they won't shag in a place like this, that's not classy" said Cliff, who was hovering behind James. “They'll 


make sweet love, in the moonlight’. 
"Go away you guys" huffed Lars. "We're going to unpack". 
James waved the Polaroid under Lars' nose. "Photos, Larsie, remember". 


‘Ohh, yeah". Lars cast one last, longing look at the four poster, then assumed a businesslike expression 


"Alright, we're all ready. Where are the other guys?" 


"Jason's looking at the paintings on the gallery and | think the others are in their rooms, either unpacking or 
making sweet love in the moonlight" said Cliff. 


"Oh darn it, we need them here for the photos" Lars grumbled. "James, go and round them up, will ya?" 


"What am |, a fucking shepherd" snorted James. He left the room and headed down the corridor yelling "COME 
ON ASSHOLES! IT'S PHOTO TIME!" 


"Such a gentleman’ said Lars. Five minutes later, all the lads were assembled out on the gallery. Eric was 
standing against the railings, holding the Polaroid up. 


OK, I'll take a couple of shots then James can take some. That way, we'll all be in the photos" he said. 
"Meh" said James. 

"Shush James, you sound like a sheep" said Lars. 

"Bah!" said James, stuffing his hands in his jeans’ pockets. 


Eric grinned and held the camera up. There was a loud click! "OK, there we go" he said. The camera whirred as 
the photo emerged. "Let's see if it came out OK". 


The guys crowded round, curious to see the photo. 

"It's nice and clear" said Kirk. 

‘It's not blurred" said Eric. 

"Jason's making a weird face on it" said James. "Oh, | forgot. That's his usual face". 


"OK James, you take one now" said Lars, before Jason could call James a rude name. James snorted and went 


to stand by the gallery railings. The other guys jostled about, getting into their preferred positions. 


"Ready?" James asked. "Fuck cheese, you lot gimme faces like you've all got radioactive cactuses stuffed up 


your asses’. 
"Cacti" said Kirk. 


"Shut up dickwad!" James pressed the button, taking the photo just before Kirk and Jason laughed. The camera 


whirred again and a new photo appeared. 
"Yeah, it's come out OK" said James and he held up the photo for everyone to see. 
"My hair looks untidy on it" Kirk said dismally. 


"No it doesn't. That's just the light from the lamps" said James. "Anyway, I'm not taking it again. | wanna go and 


chill now and drink some beer". 
"Fair enough buddy" said Lars, who was longing to get back to his room with Kirk. "We'll go and unpack". 


"IIl unpack in a bit" said Jason. "I just have to look at some more paintings. There are so many and some are 


really old". 


The guys are dissipated, heading for their different destinations. Once Kirk and Lars were back in their room, 


Lars closed the door behind them and turned the key in the lock 

"Hal Now we can have some privacy for a while" he said. 

"Privacy for what?" Kirk asked coyly. 

Lars slid his arms round Kirk's waist and kissed his neck. "Let's find out, shall we?" 


Kirk giggled and embraced Lars back. They kissed for a few minutes, enjoying their time alone. Kirk moved one 
hand around Lars' front and began undoing the button on his jeans. 


"Naughty Kirk" Lars said. "If you're in the mood to get my clothes off, shall we check out the bathroom?" 
"Huh?" said Kirk, sounding a little dazed. "Oh, you mean..have a bath?" 


‘Of course" said Lars, smiling sweetly. He took Kirk's hand in his. "Come on, let's find out how fancy our en 


suite is". 

Kirk followed Lars through a wooden panelled door, into their bathroom. It was indeed fancy. The bath, sink and 
toilet were all made from porcelain and the bath had four feet, shaped like lions’ paws. The floor was marble 
tiled with soft rugs by the bath and sink. The walls were finished in blue and white tiles and a cast iron 
radiator on the wall adjacent to the bath provided extra heat. 

"What a lovely bath" said Kirk, running his hand along the enamelled interior. "H's just big enough for two". 


| hope there is lots of hot water" said Lars. 


"Hehehe, if there isn’t, I'll keep you warm" said Kirk, stroking Lars ass and he bent over the bath to put the 
plug in. 

"You're so horny" Lars chuckled. 

lm not surprised" said Kirk, pouting a little. "Every time we try to be alone just lately, James or Cliff 
interrupt us. | totally don't feel safe with James having that Polaroid. | keep expecting him to come in and try 


and snap us making out of something". 


"Don't worry babe, | locked the door, remember" said Lars. "Beside, | bet James is too busy larking about with 
Cliff to bug us". 


"As long as he's not bugging Jason" said Kirk. "Poor kid, James winds him up something awful". 


"Hey, c'mon Kirky, don't get all worried on me" said Lars, running a hand through Kirk's dark curls. "I'm sure 


Jase is fine, looking at those paintings". Kirk smiled. 


Kirk's word were suddenly cut off by a strange noise. 
A hollow, knocking sound. 
Coming from the bedroom. 


"Shit!" Lars gasped. Both him and Kirk had completely forgotten that Walter Towers was rumoured to be 
haunted. 


"W-what was that?" Kirk stammered, glancing towards the bathroom door. 
"| dunno" Lars muttered, plug still in hand. He carefully lowered it into the bath, ears pricked for more noises. 
"Maybe its. just James, pretending to be a ghost to scare us" Kirk suggested. 


"Nah, James wouldn't do anything like that" Lars said. "We're all Metallica guys, we gotta stick together". He 


tried to sound confident but there was a tiny sliver of nervousness in his voice. 

"Y-yeah, | guess you're right" said Kirk with a nervous laugh. 

Tap tap tap echoed the strange noise again. Kirk jumped and Lars nearly fell backwards into the bath. 
"Shit! Fuck, | don't like this" Lars gasped. 


Kirk went over to the bathroom door, which was slightly ajar. Trembling, he peered round it. Lars hurried 


behind him, scared but ready to protect Kirk from any supernatural enemies, should the need arise. 


Kirks' eyes scanned the bedroom, paying special attention to the shadowy corners. There was nobody to be 
seen Everything looked exactly the same as when the lads had entered the bathroom. 


"| can't see anybody" Kirk whispered to Lars. 


"Maybe it's an invisible ghost?" Lars whispered back. 


"Ah, this is silly" Kirk tried (and failed) to scoff. "We're giving ourselves the heebie jeebies! There's got to be a 


sensible explanation for the noise". 

Tap, tap was heard again. Swivelling round towards the source of the noise, Kirk realised that it was coming 
form the window. He tiptoed across the soft carpet, all senses wide awake. Lars gulped, then followed. Reaching 
the window, Kirk took a deep breath and yanked the heavy curtains back, to reveal. 

"Shit!" Kirk cried in relief. "Its a tree branch". 

There outside the window was a tall oak tree, branches partially bare of leaves. The wind was blowing outside 
and the ends of the branch were reaching the glass, tapping against it. Lars and Kirk stared, transfixed as the 
twigs tapped against the glass once more. 

Tap tap tap. 

"Motherfucking tree!" Lars said, relief washing over him. "That scared me half to fucking death". 

"Me too!" breathed Kirk. He let go of the curtain and watched as it flumped back into place. "What a fright!" 


"Let's NOT tell the other guys about that, huh?" Lars said firmly. 


"Agreed" said Kirk, much more confident now that the source of the noise had been identified. "They'll laugh 
their asses off". 


Lars nodded in agreement. "Fuck, | need to sit down a minute" he said, heading over to the four poster. "My 


heart is going like the fucking clappers". He pushed the bed curtains back and sat down on the eiderdown. 


"What a stupid dumb fucking place to have a tree though!" Now that Lars felt better, he was determined to 


talk his nerves away. "| mean, why the fuck doesn't Mr Terry or a fucking gardener trim the branches back?" 


Kirk looked thoughtful. "Maybe it's left that way on purpose. To scare guests and make them think the hotel is 
haunted". 


Lars frowned. "You meon, like a scam?" 


"Yeah, exactly. You know, people wanna stay at a haunted hotel..they're thrill seeking. But if the place isn't 
really haunted, then Mr Terrys and his wife may do things like that to try and trick their guests". 


"| dunno" said Lars, stroking the soft fabric of the eiderdown absently. "If they were in this room in the 
daytime, they'd see the tree straightaway. Also, that's assuming that this place is popular". 


"Isn't it?" 


"I don't think so. When | signed the guestbook, there were no other names except ours. We're the only guys 


staying here". 


"Hmm" said Kirk, deep in thought. He leaned against one of the bed posts. Both guys were silent for a few 


minutes. Then Lars stood up. 
"Now that our scare is over, we need something to relax us" he said. "Shall we resume where we left off?" 
Kirk glanced towards the bathroom door and smiled. "Sounds good to me!" 


Yet, even as they headed for the bathroom, with thoughts of having sexy fun in the bathtub, Kirk couldn't 


help but wonder if their scares were over for the night. 


Five 
Jason was not at all sure about the room arrangements. 


OK, so sharing with any of the Flotsam and Jetsam guys would have been fine. He knew those lads well and was 


comfortable with them. 


Sharing with Kirk would have been OK, even if Kirk would have hogged the bathroom for hours on end. Though 
if they'd have had one of the rooms that wasn't en-suite, that wouldn't have been a problem. 


Sharing with Lars would have been fine too, even if Lars would have talked Jasons’ ears off before going to 


sleep. 
However, Jason was really not sure about sharing a room with James. James, with his wild behaviour that 
seemed to get worse if he even looked at a beer. James and his oxymoron fetish of wanting to insert sun- 


loving plants into areas where the sun definitely didn't shine. 


And other things foo Jason thought, sipping at his beer in a melancholy fashion. Ah, why did the guys all decide 
fo do this anyway? Its not lke we're short of cash Or publicity. 


Jason glanced over at James, who was sitting at a table in a dark corner. A selection of beer bottles and 
glasses stood in front of him and he was drinking from new, full glass. He drained half the glass in one go and 
set it down on the table with a thud. Then he wiped his hand across his foamy mouth, sighed and flopped back 


against the worn seat cushions behind. 


At least that's one thing James and | do have in common Jason thought. Neither of us really want to be doing this 
weird challenge. 


"Hey Jason?" Eric's voice interrupted his thoughts. "What're you looking at?" 
"Um, just James" Jason replied. 


"James? Is he here?" Eric peered into the dingy corner. "Oh yeah. Poor guy, sitting all on his own. Where's his 


other band mates?" 


"| dunno" said Jason, (Well Kirk and Lars were probably shagging but Jason didn't want to reveal that fact to 
Eric). 


"Go and see if he wants to come and sit with us" Ed Carlso suggested. 


Jason looked alarmed. What, approached cacti obsessed, drunk James? 


"But." he began. 

"Go on, it's OK, we'll watch your beer". 

Still looking worried, Jason got up and went over to James. James raised his eyebrows. 
"No, | haven't had too much" he said, picking up his glass and draining it. 

"Uh, the guys wanna know if..you wanna come and sit with us" Jason stammered. 
"Nah, I'm alright, I'm hanging out with Cliff said James. 


"Huh?" said Jason, staring into the gloom. Sure enough, there was Cliff, sitting next to James and looking pretty 
stoned. 


"Hey Jase" he said 

"Oh.hi. | didn't see you there" Jason said. "l-1 guess they oughta get decent lighting in this place” 
"See, they weren't all my beers" James pointed out. "Some were for Cliff, ya know". 

"Uh." said Jason 

"Maybe they're trying to preserve the spooky atmosphere and all" Cliff suggested with a grin 
"What? The beers?" 

"No dumbass, he means the lights" James snorted. "Or lack of fucking lights". 

"Dude, don't swear, there's a lady present" said Cliff 

"Hahahahaha!" James laughed, staring at Jason with bleary eyes. 

‘Nah, | meant Mrs Terrys" said Cliff, pointing to the barmaid, who was fast approaching, 

"| knew that" said James. 


Mrs Terrys smiled at the guys. She was an agreeable woman, friendly like her husband and James seemed to 


like her because she had many different brands of beer on tap. 


"Just came over to tell you lads that's its closing time in ten minutes" she said. "So if you want anything else 


to drink, you best order it now". 


"lll have another bottle please" said James. 
"Certainly Mr Hetfield? Which brand would you like?" 
"Um, the one that's the highest proof". 


Jason looked at James’ flushed cheeks and dozy expression and felt that it was a good thing that it was nearly 
closing time. Much more beer and they'd have to carry him up to bed. 


"And you, young man?" Mrs Terrys spoke to Jason, startling him. "What would you like to drink?" 


"Oh, I'm OK, thanks" Jason replied. "I've got mine over there". He pointed to the table were the Flotsam and 


Jetsam guys were laughing and talking. 

"Alright then dear". Mrs Terrys set a tray down on the table and began loading empty bottles onto it. "Now, | 
didn't notice that it was so dark in this corner. Ill have to speak to my husband about getting the lights fixed. 
Only half of them seem to work only half of the time". 

Mrs Terrys stood up straight, the tray rattling as she lifted it. 


‘ls it just me or does it seem to be rather cold in here" she mused. 


Jason hadn't really noticed before but now that it had been mentioned, he realised that the bar was cold. Not 
icicles forming indoors cold but still, the air was definitely chilly and damp. 


"Yeah, l'm pretty cold" Jason admitted. 

James shrugged. "| don't like places that are heated up like furnaces". 

"Well, as long as you're comfortable, dear" said Mrs Terrys. She shivered. "I expect the boilers on the blink 
again. | shall speak to my husband about it but I'm afraid he won't be able to fix it tonight. He's already gone 
home". 


"Home?" said Jason, puzzled. "You don't live here?" 


"Oh no dear, we live in a little cottage about half a mile up the road" said Mrs Terrys. "Neither my husband or 
| would sleep here at night for all the tea in China’. 


With that ominous statement, she bustled away, the tray clanking as she went. 
Jason flopped down in the vacant seat, feeling nervous. He hadn't realised that he and the other musicians 


would be spending the night at Walter Towers WITHOUT their hosts. That put a whole new spin on things. A 


new, scary spin. 


He looked at James and Cliff, to see what their reaction to this new news was. 
"Aw Jason, man up will ya" James grumbled. "You look like you're gonna pee yourself with fear in a minute’. 
"He's OK, aren't you dude" Cliff said, giving Jason the thumbs up. "We'll look after him". 


"Hah, | call bullshit on this anyway" James scoffed, before Jason could reply. "| reckon Mr Terrys and his wife 
are just making all this up, trying to scare us to make us leave". 


"Uh, you really think so?" Jason asked. 
"Sure" said James. "Seriously, if this place is haunted, may somebody..buy me a beer!" 
"Dude, shouldn't it be something ew and that you totally don't like?" Cliff asked. 


"No, course not" said James, shaking his head so his fluffy hair covered his face. "If | hope for beer, it's a 
win-win all night for me". 
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It was a quarter past eleven at night and all was peaceful at Walter Towers. 


James was curled up in his old fashioned brass bed, fast asleep and full of beer. Cliff lay next to him, also 
sleeping soundly. 


Jason was in the bed next to them, surprisingly alert and wakeful. He peered round in the darkened room, 
searching for any signs of movement. However, the only thing that moved was James; rolling over to lie on his 


back. He made a snuffling noise, then quietened down again. 


With the amount of beer he drank, it wouldn't surprise me if James sleeps right through until morning Jason 
thought. With Kirk and Lars still enjoying themselves in their suite, Jason had been pretty glad when Eric had 
offered to help him get James upstairs. Without lifts, trying to steer a drunk and sleepy James up two flights 


of stairs was not easy. 


Once they'd got James into his room, it was easy to undress him and put him to bed. He had fallen asleep 
seconds later. And at least he was too drunk to mention cacti Jason thought. 


But still, Jason couldn't fall asleep and he wasn't sure why. His bed was soft and comfy, the heavy curtains 
across the window blocked out the bright moonlight and the room was quiet and peaceful, although, here too, it 


was cold. 


Jason snuggled down under the covers, closed his eyes and tried to think of relaxing things. He imagined fat, 


bouncy lambs; skipping around in a lush meadow. The lambs gambolled about, playing in the warm sun.. 
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Jason awoke suddenly, blinking in the half darkness. He yawned and rolled over, ready to go to sleep again. But 
then a noise occurred, perhaps the noise which had woken him originally. 


What was that? Jason thought to himself. 


It was an odd, mournful noise that put Jason in mind of a Siamese cat that his one aunt had owned some 
years ago. Jason listened carefully for the sound again. There was the odd creak of the ceiling rafters and the 
sound of the wind outside but nothing like the original noise. 


Then it happened again. A low, quavering cry that made the hair on the back of his neck stand on end. Jason 
sat bolt upright in bed, eyes roaming round the room. The room was the same as before, with James sleeping 


so deeply that Jason suspected even an earthquake wouldn't wake him. 


Another low cry filled the night air and this time, Jason realised that it was coming from outside the room. 
Turning back his eiderdown cover, he decided to go and investigate. 


It cant be a ghost, thats just dumb, Jason thought, trying to convince himself otherwise. There's gotta be a 
sensible explanation for it Padding across the carpet in bare feet, Jason reached the door and opened it 


carefully, not wanting to wake anybody. 


Jason stepped out onto the landing. It was a little lighter there, as the moon had risen and its pale light was 
shining in through one of the tall windows. The moonlight made a pale rectangle on the wooden floorboards. As 


Jason gazed round, he suddenly heard the cry again. 


Its coming from outside, Im sure of it, Jason thought. But why is it so loud? Glancing round again, Jason had his 


answer. The moonlit window was slightly ajar, open on the latch. 


Jason went over to the window and peered through the glass. It was a clear night, the stars were shining in a 
velvet blue sky and the moon gleamed like a pale, round lantern. The gardens below were bathed in silver light. 
Then Jason saw the source of the sound and he smiled to himself. A barn owl, pale tan and white, was sitting 
high in the branches of a nearby tree. It stared at Jason with huge eyes, before hooting again and taking off in 
a smooth, silent flight. 


So thats that puzzle solved Jason thought. He closed the window, lifting the latch carefully so that it didn't 
creak. Then he made his way back to his room. After the moonlit gallery, the bedroom was dark and Jason 
couldn't see a thing. Picking his way carefully across the carpet, he stumbled on James' bag. There was a 


clanging sound as he kicked a beer can within 


"Shit!" muttered Jason. He listened to see if he'd woken up anybody but all he heard was a snore from the bed 


next to him. 

Ha, thank goodness for that. | dont want anybody getting spooked out and finding out it was just me Jason 
thought. / bet they'd think | was playing a prank He felt around for the bag and pushed it up against the wall, 
out of the way. 


Then finding his bed, Jason turned back the covers and got in quickly. The room was still cold but Jason could 
also feel warmth coming from the opposite side of his bed. 


Í wonder if the heating has come on? 


There was a radiator close to Jason's bed; it was a simple task to reach out and touch it. Jason brushed the 


metal with the edge of his fingers; it was definitely warm. 


| guess | just got cold, standing out on the gallery he thought. After all, the window was open Nestling under his 


covers, Jason closed his eyes and within a few minutes, was fast asleep. 
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Seven 


It was a quarter to twelve. Kirk and Lars had had great fun, first in the bath and then making out in their 
gorgeous four poster. Kirk was sleepy but Lars seemed quite hyper and he had been talking away for ages. It 
was only in the last few minutes that he had quietened down and Kirk, cuddled under the covers and with his 
curly head sunk into his soft pillow, was hoping to get some sleep at last. 

"Kirk, its eleven forty five" Lars whispered. Kirk rolled over in bed to face Lars and jumped, startled. There 
was an eerie green light hovering in the bed. Then as Kirks' eyes adjusted to it, he realised that it was the 
light from Lars' wristwatch; he had illuminated it to check the time. 

"Lars!" Kirk exclaimed in a cross whisper. "Your watch scared me". 

"Sorry" said Lars, trying not to giggle. "I was just showing you the time". 


"Well next time, warn me". 


"Next time? Are we planning to stay in another haunted hotel at some point in the future then?" Lars 


chuckled. 


"Shush! You know what | mean" said Kirk He snuggled up closer to Lars. "Beside, | don't think Walter Towers is 
haunted anyway". 


"No?" 
"No, not at all. We haven't seen any ghosts yet". Kirk huffed a little. "We haven't ever heard one". 


"Well, it's not midnight yet". Lars checked his watch again “Ghosts usually come out at midnight so maybe well 


see some ther’. 

"| hope so, well sort of" Kirk said. "It'd be kind of a let down if this place isn't haunted after all". 
Lars suddenly pricked his ears. "What was that?" 

"What was what?" 

"Hush a min, Kirk Listen!" 


Kirk listened. He couldn't hear anything unusual. Then, his ears picked up the faint but unmistakable sound of 
footsteps. 


"Hear that?" Lars whispered. "Something's out on the gallery!" 


‘It can't be a ghost" Kirk whispered back. "They wouldn't make footstep sounds". 


"Maybe it's one of the other guys, going to take a leak" Lars suggested. Then there was a soft clunk sound. 
Both Kirk and Lars jumped. 


"What was that then?" 

"| dunno. That sounded weird’ 
"Shall we go take a look?" 

Lars hesitated. "I will if you will" 


Kirk nodded and patted Lars shoulder. "Sure. We'll stick together. It's honestly probably one of the guys, like 


you said". 


"OK then". Lars pushed back the eiderdown, reluctant to get out of their warm bed. He and Kirk crept across 
to the door. Lars was just about to open it when another sound split the air..the sound of metal clanking. 


"Shit!" Lars breathed, grabbing Kirk and holding him tight. "What the hell was that?" 
"It-it sounded like a chain of some sort" Kirk stammered. 
"A chain? Fuck, what if it's a ghost with chains, like Marley from a Christmas Carol?" 


"Y-yeah, maybe" Kirk whimpered. He stared at the door, half expecting a spirit to float through it. Lars hugged 


Kirk, ears quivering for any more sounds. 


There was silence, apart from Kirk and Lars' panicked breathing. After a moment, Kirk patted Lars back gently 


and spoke again. 

"Shall we go and investigate?" 

‘| will if you will". 

"Of course | will, that's why | asked you, silly". 

Lars nodded, even though Kirk could barely see him in the dark room. He released one arm from around Kirk 
and opened the bedroom door. There, the gallery stood in front of them, stretching away into the darkness. 


There was a slight glow from the moonlight, which made everything look twice as eerie. 


"Maybe we should get the camera?" Lars suggested. "Then if we see a ghost, we can photograph it". 


"Its in James’ room though" Kirk replied. 
"Ohh, yeah" said Lars disappointed. 
"Come on" Kirk nudged his buddy. "Let's look for the source of the noises’. 


The guys stepped out onto the gallery and moved forwards slowly. As they passed Room 6, Lars stood on a 
squeaky floorboard. He jumped, startled and backed into Kirk. 


"Shit! Geez Lars, you're like a rabbit" Kirk groaned. 


"Sorry! Stupid floor" muttered Lars. They set off again, all senses on alert for supernatural happenings. 
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Jason awoke suddenly, again. What was that? He was sure he'd heard another noise. A creaking noise, this time. 


Ah, | probably just dreamed it Jason thought to himself. He reached out for his watch, which was on the 
bedside cabinet. Pressing the light button, the face illuminated and Jason saw that it was 23:58. 


Two Minutes to Midnight. The thought of the Iron Maiden song made him smile but the thought that he'd only 


been asleep a few minutes didn't. 
Ah, shit! | was hoping it was nearly morning 


The dark and creaky old hotel was beginning to bug Jason. And then, to make things worse, he heard more 
noises. The sounds of footsteps out on the gallery. Two sets of footsteps. 


Now thats not a ghost. | bet its my band mates, trying fo prank me. 

Jason sat up and swung his legs over the side of his bed. Well, if it is, Im gonna go give them a piece of my 
mind. We're meant to be taking this challenge seriously, not goofing around! 
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Meanwhile, Lars and Kirk had made it to the end of the gallery and were standing close, holding hands. Nothing 
odd seemed to be happening at all and they were beginning to relax a little. 


"Maybe that clank was a water pipe rattling somewhere" Lars said. 


"Yeah" agreed Kirk "After all, the hotel is over 200 years old. Old places always have creaky, clangy, whistly, 


bumpy noises". 

"Shush Kirk, you're making me nervous again’ Lars muttered. 

"Sorry" said Kirk, petting Lars hair. 

"Its OK" said Lars. "So, if there's nothing weird going on, shall we go back to bed". 

"Yeah, | think so". Kirk yawned suddenly. "Lets try and get some sleep". 

Suddenly, there was a loud, deep chiming sound as a church clock somewhere began to strike midnight. Kirk and 


Lars spun round, scared and as they did, they came face to face with a pale figure. Kirk screamed. Lars 


screamed. And Jason, coming face to face with two pale figures, screamed too! 


8 


"JASON!" Lars yelled, realising who was in front of them. Lights appeared from under the gaps in the doors and 


muttering and stirrings could be heard coming from the rooms. "Jason, what the hell are you doing?" 


"| could ask you guys the same thing?" Jason gasped, still shook up from his encounter. Two doors opened and 
the Flotsam and Jetsam guys stumbled out of their rooms. 


"What's going on?" 

"What's all the screaming for?" 

"Did you guys see a ghost?" 

"No, it was Kirk and Lars, prowling about like a couple of tom cats" Jason grumbled. 

"| like that!" Kirk said indignantly. "You were prowling too!" 

"OK, OK" said Eric. "Calm down, guys. So, what were you all doing out of bed?" 

"We heard weird noises and went to investigate" said Lars at once. 

"So did |" said Jason. 

"What kinds of noises?" 

| heard footsteps" said Jason. "It must have been Kirk and Lars". 

"Our noises were weird" said Lars, now sounding eager to retell his adventures. He didn't feel at all scared, now 
that he had a willing audience. "First, we heard footsteps. Not normal ones..eerie, slow footsteps. Then we heard 
a horrible, deathly clunk. THEN, we heard a terrible clanging sound, as if hundreds of chains were being rattled 
at once". 

The Flotsam and Jetsam lads looked at each other nervously. Jason rubbed his chin, thinking. 

"Um, Lars? What time did you hear those noises?" he asked. 

"Not long ago" said Lars. "Maybe ten or fifteen minutes’. 


"Hal" said Jason, clapping his hands triumphantly. "That was mel” 


Kirk rounded on him at once. "You? So you were prowling about like a tom cat, making scary noises and 


frightening us!" 
"No, well | didn't mean to" Jason said. "| heard a weird noise, a hooting noise... 
"Was it a ghost?" interrupted Kelly David-Smith. 


"Nah, just an owl. But it woke me up, so | went to investigate. There was a window open, which was why the 
owl sounded so loud". Jason grinned at Kirk and Lars. "I shut the window, | bet that was the clunk noise you 
heard". 


Kirk raised his eyebrows. Lars blushed. 
"Ohh, yeah, probably" Lars said. 


"Then | went back to my room" Jason continued. "And it was dark and | accidentally kicked a beer can in James’ 


bag. | bet that was the clanking metal sound you guys heard too’. 
"One can?" said Eric, frowning at Lars. "Not a load of rattling chains?" 
"Well it sounded louder in the dead of the night" Lars said defensively. 


"Anyway, it was probably me" Jason said. "I'm sorry guys". He looked guilty. "I tried to be quiet so as not to 
wake anyone up". 


"Is OK buddy" Kirk comforted him. Now that he realised their first scare had just been Jason, he felt relieved 


and much better. "We were already awake, that's why we heard the noises" 
"Yeah and they weren't really that loud’ added Lars. 

Jason grinned weakly. "Emergency over then?" 

"More like false alarm" said Eric. "Hey but at least we're all alright” 


"Yeah" Kirk giggled. "Owls and beer cans but no ghosts..yet". 


JOP I 
The guys made their way back to their rooms, yawning and talking about what had just happened. Lars seemed 
excited but he was also sleepy and Kirk couldn't help but think how cute it was as he chattered away but 


paused every few seconds to deliver a huge yawn 


"Did you notice Kirk" he was saying. "James and Cliff didn't wake up at all". 


"Um, yeah" said Kirk. He opened the door to their room and guided a sleepy Lars inside. "I can't believe they 
slept through all our screaming and shit". 


"James can sleep through an earthquake, though" giggled Lars. 
"Good point! Especially when he's had a few beers" Kirk added on 


The two guys tumbled into their soft four poster and Kirk pulled the blankets over him and Lars. The room 
was warm and cosy and even the darkness seemed comforting, rather than threatening. 


"Ah, l'm so tired, that even if a ghost came in through the door right now, I'd just look at it, say Shussshl and 
then go to sleep" said Lars. 


"Me too" Kirk murmured. 


"| hope one doesn't though" Lars continued. "I just wanna go to sleep and have a nice, peaceful night. No more 


owls, no more meeting Jason and us scaring each other shitless, no more..hey Kirk? Are you listening?" 
There was a quiet snore from the guitarist. 


"Ha, | guess you're even more tired than me, yeah?" Lars chuckled. "Ok then, you have a nice sleep Kirk and I'll 


look after you. | won't let any ghosts scare you. l'm a lighter sleeper than you..so, so | can..".. 


Lars' eyes drifted shut and he fell asleep too; relaxed and peaceful. 
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Time crept forward, slowly buy surely. The moon moved across the sky; a silver sphere heading towards the 
western horizon. Owls hooted again but now that the window was closed, they could not be heard within the 


hotel. 
Jason awoke suddenly. 
The room was still cold, even the heat form the heater couldn't penetrate it. 


The light was different. Cold and white. There was a gap in the curtain, through which the setting moon was 
visible. A long, white blade of moonlight scored the dusty old carpet. 


There was a clanking sound. 


Jason sat bolt upright in bed. It wasnt James' beer. James and Cliff were both sleeping peacefully nearby. 


The clank occurred again, echoing hollowly. It rose up through the floorboards. 

Jason felt the hair on the back of his neck stand on end. 

This wasn't his band mates. It was something more sinister..this time, he was sure of it. 

Another mournful clank. A shifting sound to Jason's side and he saw James sit up, groan and rub his eyes. 


"Fuck! My head! How much did | fucking drink?" 


"James" Jason whispered, his heart beating swiftly. "There's something clanking about downstairs". 
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"Shut up Jason, no there isn't" James grumbled, hiding his head under the pillow. 


"Fuck's sake, lemme go to sleep again!" James growled. Then another clank split the air, definitely louder than 


before. Jason gasped. James peeped out from under the pillow. Cliff opened his eyes and stared round. 
"Say dudes, did ya hear that weird noise" he said. 
"Yeah" said James at once. 


"Oh | like that. Don't believe me but believe Cliff" Jason huffed, folding his arms across his chest. 


“Chill Jase, it's OK" said Cliff. More clanking occurred and this time, there was also the unmistakable sound of 
footsteps..heavy footsteps, climbing the stairs. 


"Ha, lets go check it out" said Cliff eagerly. He scrambled out of bed. "Come on you dudes!" 


Jason hesitated, then got out of bed too. James, seeing that he was about to be left out, thrust the covers 
back, fell forwards and just steadied himself in time by grabbing at the bedside cabinet. 


"Steady on man, take it easy" said Cliff. "How much did you drink?" 
"Everyone keeps saying that" James grumbled. He staggered to his feet and followed the bassists to the door. 
Cliff made to open the door but stopped and let Jason do it instead. Jason peered out onto the landing. Now 


that the moon had moved, it was as dark as a coal cellar. 


Clank, clank, thump! went the strange noises. James moved to stand near Cliff and Jason squinted down the 


landing, head cocked to one side. 

‘Its coming from the stairs" he whispered. 

"I wish we had a fucking torch" said James. "Hey, Cliff! Come back!" 

Cliff had set off along the landing, heading for the staircase. James and Jason looked at each other before 
hurrying after him. They reached the top of the stairs and looked down. Nothing could be seen except for 


yawning darkness. 


"Maybe whoever it is, they are coming up the first or second flight of stairs" Jason whispered. "Remember, 


we're on the third floor". 


"I think they're already up" said Cliff. Sure enough, the thumping sound of somebody ascending had stopped. 
Now the slow clanking was the only sound to be heard. 


Cliff set off down the stairs and even though James and Jason couldn't see his expression, they could imagine 
the eager curiosity on his face. They followed him, James muttering, "When | find out who is making all this 
fucking noise, they'll have a nice holiday at the fucking hospital!" 


The guys reached the bottom of the staircase and they looked all round. A long corridor stretched off in both 
directions. Suddenly, a loud clank echoed from the left. 


"Ha, its on this floor" said Cliff. "Let's check it out". 
"Shhh buddy, they'll hear you" James warned. 
Jason shivered, partly form the cold (he was walking around in just his underwear) and partly from nerves. 


At the end of the corridor, the door was slightly ajar. More scary still, an eerie pale light could be seen 
through the gap between the door and the jamb. 


"Shit" Jason moaned. "That's not an electric light". 
"No way!" James agreed. "It's fucking green’. 


The light wasn't bright green, like grass but rather a washed out, sickly green. A pale, unearthly green. Cliff 
peeped through the door and James pressed his eye against the gap. He withdrew quickly, with a low curse. 


"James, what is it?" Jason asked. 

"Fuck!" James breathed. "It's a motherfucking suit of armour!" 

Jason felt his heart speed up and his hands go clammy. Thinking of such happenings in the bright light of 
daytime was laughable. However, in the dead of the night, in strange place, it was terrifying. Jason wouldn't 
admit it to his mates but he longed to scuttle back upstairs to his cosy bed 


"Wow, that is totally cool" Cliff said happily. "Its glowing and everything!" 


James swore again. Even through his fear, Jason just had to look. He peeped through the gap and what he saw 


nearly made his blood freeze like ice. 


There indeed was the armour, looking every bit like something out of a Medieval history book. It was glowing 
with a bizarre green light and moving slowly but surely across the wooden floorboards. It was also coming 


towards the open door. 


Jason drew back, heart pounding, "Shit, it's gonna get us!" he whimpered 

"If it tries to get me, Ill fucking kick its nards into orbit" growled James. 

"What, through that armour plate?" Cliff asked 

"Shush Cliff, you're meant to be on me and Jason's side, not the motherfucking ghosts side" James protested 


Even in his state of terror, Jason couldn't help but feel pleased that James had included him in their 


adventure. Even if it did look like they would soon meet a grisly end from a ghostly suit of armour. 


'M-maybe it's just one of the guys, larking about?" Jason suggested, trying to convince himself as much as 


convincing his friends. 


"Don't be dumb" James snorted. "Where the fuck would one of the guys get a fucking suit of big ass armour 
from, huh?" 


"Wasn't there a suit of armour downstairs" said Jason. "Maybe they snuck down and..."... 


"But its GLOWING!" James pointed out. "How the hell would they make it fucking glow. Look again Jase, it's all 


glowing like the fucking luminous paint | used to...".. 


He suddenly stopped. Cliff and Jason turned to look at James. In the near darkness, they could just make out a 
bit of a smirk on his face. 


"What is it dude?" Cliff asked. 


"The glow" James said in a low voice. "It's exactly the same as the stuff | used to paint on the stickers when | 
worked in the sticker factory before | joined Metallica’. 


Jason looked stunned. "You mean...".. 


James nodded. "I can't be a hundred percent sure but | think it's a fucking hoax!" 
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"You two wait here" James said to the bassists. "I'll be right back". 


"Wait, what?" Jason spluttered, as James turned and sprinted back up the corridor. "James, where are you 


going?" 

"Just keep the ghost armour distracted!" James yelled back 

"Shit! | don't like this" Jason moaned. "| don't mind admitting that IM scared of ghosts!" 
"Awwww, come on Jase" Cliff reassured him. "You're OK with me dude". 


"Yeah but not with HIM" said Jason, pointing towards the eerie armour. It was inches away from the door and 


had paused, eyeing up the lads on the other side. 

Then, suddenly, the suit of armour turned round and began walking away. 
"Where's it going?" Cliff asked. 

"Shush, it might come back" said Jason. 

"Maybe we scared it away?" 


Just then, thundering footsteps announced the return of James. He was carrying a toothpaste mug and when 


he skidded to a halt, some water sloshed out. 
“This'll do the trick" he said to Cliff and Jason. "OK, where's the ghost?" 
It started walking away from us" said Jason. "We think we scared it off". 


"Huh? Well, it won't get away that easily from James Hetfield’ James said dramatically. He thrust the door 
open and vanished into the darkness beyond. Jason and Cliff followed, seeing the shadowy figure of James 
running towards the now retreating glowing armour. James threw the water forwards; there was a splashing 


sound and a yell. 
"Ha, its not reall" Cliff said. "If it was, the water woulda gone right through it!" 
James had reached the other side of the room and was blocking the far doorway from the armour. Finding a 


switch on the wall, he pressed it down and the room was flooded with light. Pale green paint trickled down the 


back of the armour, where James had flung the water. 


The armour looked this way and that, trying to find a way out but there was none. James put the toothpaste 
mug down on a chest of drawers and folded his arms. Jason stood in the other doorway, his indignation at 
being tricked driving away his fear. 

‘OK, its owning up time" James said to the armour. "Who's inside you, fucker?" 


The armour slumped it shoulders in defeat, Reaching up with heavy arms, it removed its helmet, revealing... 


„a young man, about the same age as the lads. 
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"James Hetfield?" the guy said nervously. "Of Metallica?" 

James looked flattered to be recognised. "Yeah, that's me" he said. "James Hetfield, who stuffs titanium 
cactuses garnished with boiled cabbage water that's still hot up the asses of motherfuckers who dress up in 
fucking armour and wake him up in the middle of the fucking night!" 


"Please, I'm sorry!" the man groaned. "l-I can explain, everything’. 


"You had better" growled James. He turned to Jason. "Go and wake the other guys up and tell ‘em to get down 


here pronto. | reckon everyone needs to hear this". 

Jason sped off and about five minutes later, he returned with a line of sleepy musicians. They trooped into the 
room, yawning, rubbing sticky eyes and blinking in the bright light. Only Lars looked really chirpy and excited. He 
sat down on the chest of drawers; legs swinging back and forth as he viewed the newcomer. 

"James, who is this guy?" Lars asked 

"We're about to find out" said James. "OK, phoney fucker, start talking!" 

The young man sighed and nodded. 

‘My name is Walter" he began "I'm the grandson of the managers and manageress". 

"Walter Walters?" Jason asked. 

"No, dumbass, Walter Terrys" James said. "The hotel is Walter Towers, the family name is Terrys". 


"Oops, yeah" said Jason. 


"OK" Walter continued. "W-well, there's a lot of old clothes and armour here and I've been dressing up in them 


for years now, pretending to be various ghosts. My Dad, uh, did the same thing before me too. Dad and | kept 
our identities secret so that if anybody went to Granddad and Grandma's house, they'd find them right there 
and really think they had seen genuine ghosts’. 

"Ha, it's like something out of an old Scooby Doo episode" said Eric. 


"Yeah" Lars agreed. He looked at Walter sternly. "OK, so I'm presuming that Walter Towers isn't actually 
haunted at all". 


"It isn't" said Walter with a sigh. "There's never been a single ghost here". 

James’ lip twitched. 

"Why do it though?" Kirk asked. "What was the point, really?" 

"To try and make our hotel popular" explained Walter. "Since Great Granddad refused to let Granddad and 
Grandma modernise the place, nobody ever wanted to stay. My Dad told me that Granddad and Grandma did 
everything they could to attract guests: offer free meals or free drinks, promote the fresh air of the 
countryside location, advertise Walter Towers as a historical curiosity. Nothing worked, nothing at all. Dad said 
we were running on a huge loss and would either go bankrupt within a couple of years or be forced to sell the 
hotel". 


James still looked impatient but Jason was starting to feel a little pang of sympathy for the scared Walter. 


"So Granddad and Grandma thought up a clever gimmick" Walter continued. "They would spread rumours that 
Walter Towers was haunted and offer a big reward to anybody who was brave enough to stay the night". 


"And people believed that?" Lars asked sceptically. 
"Well, we had to work on it" said Walter. "A few family members or friends pretending to stay and then 
running scared. News travelled fast and Dad and Mom began to plan their tricks. The old costumes are very 


convincing and to make them look better, they used accessories, such as flour or luminous paint”. 


James snorted and Lars shook his head. "I can't believe that so many people were taken in my something so 


dumb for so many years" he said. 
It was very convincing" Jason said kindly. "The glowing armour in the dark, | mean’. 
"Uh, thank you" said Walter. 


"| guess the atmosphere of the place helps too" said Kirk "It'd be hard to convince anybody that a totally 


modern place was haunted". 


"Yeah, you don't exactly expect to see ghosts enjoying computer games and stuff like that" James snickered. 


"Computer games are awesome and everybody with taste likes them" said Lars. He slid down of the chest of 
drawers and faced Walter, hands on his hips. 


"Lors, you'd be a lot more intimidating if you were fucking taller" James pointed out". 
"Shush!" said Lars. "Well." he said to Walter. 
Walter sighed. "I'm sorry" he said. "Really! It seemed like such a good idea at the time and we were desperate. 


| guess you guys are going to expose us now. | can't say | blame you. | guess it was good while it lasted". 
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The musicians were all silent; lost in thought as they contemplated what to do. 

Kirk chewed his bottom lip. 

The Flotsam and Jetsam guys all looked pretty sympathetic. 

James eyed up Cliff, who was lurking in the corner. Cliff grinned at him. James rolled his eyes. 
Fucker! | know you want me to be the nice guy and let the Terrys off, dont ya? he thought. 
Cliff smiled sweetly. 

Finally Kirk spoke. 

| don't want to expose the Terrys" he said. "ld feel like an asshole if | did". 

"l agree with Kirk" said Kelly David-Smith. 

"Me too" said James. 

"Really?" Kirk said surprised, 

"Yep. You and Kelly are both assholes!" 

"James" said Lars warningly. James assumed an innocent expression 


‘Ive gotta say, I'm going to go with Kirk and Kelly" said Eric. "I just can't bring myself to expose Walter and his 
family". 


"Yeah, it just feels too rotten" said Jason. 
The other Flotsam and Jetsam guys nodded. 


Walter began to look cautiously relieved. Lars sighed. 


"| guess we're gonna let you off then, if everybody else feels the same way" he said. 


"Hey, wait a minute!" James piped up. "This guy's been duping loads of people for years and you guys just 


wanna forget all about it?" 
"Not quite" said Lars. "I have terms!" He looked delighted to be able to say such a thing. 


"Lars, since when did you lead either band?" James grumbled but Lars wasn't listening. He scrambled back up 


onto the chest of drawers and spoke to Walter in a businesslike tone. 

OK, here is my deal. Everybody else, feel free to chip in if you agree or disagree’. 

Eric gave Kirk an amused glance and Kirk raised his eyebrows and nodded slowly. 

First rule. When Lars talks, we all listen’. 

"OK, Walter" Lars began. "First of all, this $1000. Do your family actually have that kind of money?" 


"Oh yeah, we've always put the $1000 aside, just in case somebody really was brave enough to stay the night" 
Walter said. "We wouldn't trick anybody out of the reward". 


"Yeah cus dressing up as a fucking phoney ghost wasn't tricking people, no, not at all" James sneered 
"Hush James" said Lars. 

'Uhh..you want the $1000 in return for keeping quiet? Walter asked 

"Nope" said Lars. "You and your family can keep it” 

Walter looked stunned. (Not to mention the musicians) 

"K-keep it?" he stammered 


"Yeah, we're rich, famous rock stars, we don't need it" said Lars. "Keep it and use it to get the hotel done up 


properly”. 

"But-but Great Granddad always wanted the hotel to stay old fashioned". 
"Yeah but there's old fashioned and there's falling to pieces" said Lars. 

"| dunno about that, our room is very fancy" said Kirk 


"Yeah but other rooms aren't" said Lars. He waved his hand round, indicating the room they were in, with its 


peeling wallpaper, patches of damp on the walls and worn carpet. "This one for a start". 
"And our room" Jason said, glancing at James. "It's really cold, even with the heaters on’. 
"No it isn't, it's lovely and warm" said James at once. 

"James, don't be awkward" said Lars, nudging him. "If its got in damp, itll feel cold". 


‘Our room wasn't cold" said Kelly David-Smith. “But there was, uhh..damp on the walls". 


Walter sighed. "| guess because we don't have a lot of quests, we've kind of let the standards to many of the 
bedrooms slip". 


"Yeah and that's bad of business" said Lars. He nodded. "Get the electricity fixed and then have Walter Towers 
tidied up, new carpets and wallpaper..stuff like that, Then you'll attract lots of guests". 


"Kt could still be in the 1920s style" Jason added. "Just new and clean’ 

"Yeah" said Walter hopefully. "I guess that wouldn't be going against Great Granddad's wishes". 
"Are you going to suggest it to your Grandparents tomorrow?" Eric asked. 

"Yeah, | think | will" said Walter, now sounding much brighter. "It really does sound like a good idea’ 


"Of course it does" Lars said. "It's my ideal" 
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By the morning, everything was sorted. 


Mr and Mrs Terrys returned to the hotel, fully expecting Metallica and Flotsam and Jetsam to have left. They 
were surprised to see them in the restaurant, awaiting breakfast. They were even more surprised to see 


Walter still there, a guilty look on his face. 


Between them, Walter and the musicians told the whole story to Mr and Mrs Terrys. After taking in this new 


turn of events, both Terrys were willing to go along with him and the other musicians. 


Eric pointed out that Metallica and Flotsam and Jetsam had stayed the night, and they were the only guests to 


do so in years. As they happened to be famous rock musicians, the Terrys could perhaps promote that too. 


"What an excellent idea" said Mr Terrys, pleased. "That will attract new customers to us like bees to flowers’. 
"Or to cactuses" said James, through a mouthful of scrambled egg. 

"Cacti" Kirk corrected him. 

"Yeah, thats what | mean Bees pollinate cactuses too, that how come some species have flowers on them". 
"James, hush about cacti" said Lars, giving the singer a stern glance over his orange juice. 

"What time are the Mocha Music crew turning up?" Jason asked, skilfully changing the subject. 


"I think they said 10:00" said Lars. "That would give us time to have breakfast, providing we were still here and 


hadn't run away screaming in terror". 


"Ah, cool. And | had another idea too". Jason smiled at the Terrys. "When the TV crew turn up, they're gonna 


take photos. How about we ask them to take an extra one for you guys and we'll all sign it". 


"That sounds like a splendid idea’ said Mrs Terrys. "We will have it framed and hang it in the reception, for all 


our future guests to see. 


"Ah and speaking of future guests.."..Lars put down his glass of juice. "Did Walter tell you guys about our very 


firm and unwavering condition’. 

"| did’ said Walter. Mrs Terrys appeared pleased but her husband sighed. 

"No more fake hauntings" he said. 

"Exactly" said Lars. "Let the tales of ghostly happenings die a peaceful and natural death". 


‘lm willing to go along with that" said Mrs Terrys. "To be truthful, I've been tired of the deception for years 


now". 
"So have |" said Walter. "Especially since I've been having to wear that heavy suit of armour". 

‘| will go along with it to" said Mr Terrys reluctantly. "But... 

Everybody looked at him, except for James, who was scoffing bacon and tomatoes. 

"The stories of ghosts have been the only thing that has kept our hotel in business" Mr Walters explained. "If 


we cut all that out, how will we attract guests? What will happen after the excitement of the tale of you 
musicians staying the night has worn off?" 


"Keep serving food like this and you'll attract me back" said James, wiping up his tomato juice with a piece of 


fried bread. 


"James is right" said Eric. "You just need something different to make your hotel popular, such as delicious 


food". 
"Or a trendy 1920s bar with fancy cocktails" said Kirk James made a face behind his back. 


‘Or maybe murder mystery weekends?" suggested Lars. "They are very popular in old fashioned hotels and 


manor houses in England". 
"Just don't really kill anybody or you'll go to jail’ said James. 


Mrs Terrys and Walter both looked very interested and even Mr Terrys was beginning to brighten up[. They 
were discussing future plans for Walter Towers when the Mocha Music TV crew turned up, just after ten o 


clock. 


Bettina and Harold were astonished and delighted to see Metallica and Flotsam and Jetsam were still there. They 
grilled everybody with a pulse; asking dozens and dozens of questions, while filming everything from Lars (a lot 
of Lars) to Kirk's IOs traditional Coalport China tea cup. 


The Terrys played their part well, insisting that they were as surprised as the TV crew to see the bands stil 
there. Lars and his friends answered their questions as well as they could. 


"Well, there were some strange goings on" Lars said to Bettina "Kirk and | heard lots of odd noises: tapping at 


the windows, clanking and rattling, weird footsteps..”... 


‘| heard a terrible wailing sound just before midnight" said Jason. "And when | went to investigate, | found a 


window partly open on the third floor landing’. 


At last, it was time for photos. Harold and Bettina checked the photos on the Polariods that James and Eric 
has used and were pleased with them. Then, using their professional cameras, they took some more of the 
bands and the Terrys. Finally, Harold took one photo with the Polaroid and Metallica and Flotsam and Jetsam 
signed the back of it. 


"There you go" said Eric, handing it to Mr and Mrs Terrys. “Proof that we all stayed the night and something 


to show your future guests’. 


"Well, congratulations for your achievements" said Harold and he and Bettina shook hands with everyone. "Also, 
big congratulations for taking part in the challenge in the first place. This will make for excellent viewing when 


this episode airs. We are fully confident that we will get double our usual number of viewers’. 


'It was a pleasure" said Lars, beaming at the cameras. "We had a great time and if you'd like us or Flotsam 
and Jetsam back for a future episode of Rock Star Challenges, we'd be more than willling to participate’. 


"Uh, would we?" Jason muttered to Kirk who was standing nearby. 
"That's Lars for you" said Kirk, rolling his eyes. 


"Splendid! We're very glad to hear that" said Bettina. "Well, this episode will be the last in the series for this 


year but a new series will be starting up next year. Perhaps we will be back in touch with you for then’. 
"Awesome" said Lars, excited. "Any ideas for the new challenges yet or is that all top secret at the moment?" 


"Well, we have a few ideas in the mix" said Harold. "One that we are fond of in particular involves an excursion 


to Death Valley, to study the cacti species living there". 
James' ears pricked up. He smiled evilly. 
Lars blushed. 


"Ah, well maybe..we'll give that a miss!" 


Epilogue 
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"Kirk" Lars called from the living room. "Hey Kirk!" 

Kirk was in the kitchen, making iced tea garnished with whipped cream and a slice of pink grapefruit. He was 
just about to squirt the cream onto his cup when Lars shout startled him, causing him to drop the aerosol 
can into the sink with a clatter. 

"Oh shit! Yeah Lars?" Kirk called back. 

"Kirk, come here a min, will ya?" 


"But l'm making my iced tea surprise". 


"Duh, how is it a surprise when you've just told me what it is. Anyway, you need to come here now. 


Pweeeeeeeeeeeeease?" 

Kirk rolled his eyes, put the aerosol on the draining board and trotted into the living room. Lars was sitting 
cross legged on the floor, watching a video cassette. Kirk recognised it as an episode of Rock Star Challenges 
from Mocha Music TV. He went over to Lars and tapped him on the shoulder. 

"OK, Im here now. What's wrong?" 

"Hi Kirk" beamed Lars. "OK, well | was watching the episode from last week, the one we were in..".. 

"Again?" Kirk said. "You'll wear that tape out soon". 

"Shush Kirk, no | won't" said Lars. "Anyway, the part where l'm talking to Bettina... 

Lars pointed the remote at the video recorder and rewound the tape a little. Then he pressed play. The spooky 
exterior of Walter Towers at night appeared. There was Bettina, chatting to Lars. Lars looked at Kirk and 


frowned. 


"Kirk, do you think | make a weird face, right HERE?" Lars hit pause and stopped the tape, right as he mugged 


the camera. 
"Eeeeeeeeeek!" Kirk squeaked, as the screen filled with Lars' face. 


"Eeeeeeeeeek? What the hell kinda response is that when you see your sexy boyfriend on TV!" Lars said 
indignantly. 


‘Ohhh, Lars, I'm sorry" said Kirk, seeing a severe pout appear on the drummer's face. "I didn't mean it like that. 


| was just concerned because..it looks like you're going hit your nose on the camera". 
"Really?" said Lars, looking slightly less pouty. 


‘Of course, baby" Kirk gushed. He wrapped his arms around Lars and kissed his neck. "You're beautiful and | 


love seeing a close up of your face on TV". 


"Yes, sweetheart?" 


"Could you fetch my headband from upstairs please?" Lars gave Kirk his cutest smile. "My hair keeps falling in 


my eyes, usually at the most important moments during the TV show. Such as when | am on". 

"OK then’ Kirk sighed. Lars giggled and kissed him again and Kirk exited the room. 

"Geez, how do | let myself be wrapped around his little finger like this?" Kirk murmured as he ascended the 
stairs. He noticed that his and Lars bedroom door was slightly ajar. Which was odd, as Kirk was sure he had 
shut it earlier. 

Pushing the door open, Kirk saw James, wearing nothing but his boxers and sitting lengthways on Kirk's bed. He 
was holding a toy gun, which was loaded with a sucker arrow. Kirk squealed again and James looked up 
curiously. 

"Hi Kirk Why are you sounding like a mouse having a fucking heart attack?" 


"Because you're on my bed. Nearly naked!" Kirk protested. 


‘Ohh yeah". James glanced down at his bare chest. He pointed the gun at Kirks’ Horses of the World calendar 
and Kirk shrieked. 


"James, don't you DARE shoot my Knabstrupper!" 


"| won't, asswipel I'm aiming for your birthday" James fired his gun at the calendar and the dart landed 


squarely on November 25th. 


"Ah fuck, | missed!" 
"James, why are you on my bed?" Kirk grumbled. "Why aren't you in your room?" 


"Cos Cliff and Jason are in there, playing chess" said James. "| was trying to help them but they called my a 
back seat player and banished me into here" 


"Couldn't they have banished you with more clothes on?" 
"Well, we were playing Strip Poker before that..... 


"Wait a minute" said Kirk confused. "Strip Poker? So..who lost?" 


This question was answered when Jason walked into the room, completely in the buff. Kirk screamed again and 


James burst out laughing. 
"Jason! My eyes!" Kirk gasped, covering them up with his hands. 


"James, | lost AGAIN" Jason said dismally. "Do you want me to wear my pants on my head and streak in the 


garden now or later?" 


"Hmmm" James rubbed his chin. "We'll let Cliff decide and here he is now!" Cliff walked in through the door and 


grinned. 

"Hey dudes. What's up with all the screaming?" 

Kirk thought | was gonna shoot his Knobstopper but | was aiming for his birthday" said James. 
"James, it's a Knabstrupper" Kirk said patiently. "It's a Danish breed of horse". 

"Ha, like Lars then’ said James, aiming at the calendar again. 

"Lars isn't a horse!" 


"No, but he is Danish". James fired and the dart passed through Cliffs head and hit it's mark, right on 
November I8th. 


"Haha, got it!" James said triumphantly. "Happy quarter of a fucking century birthday Kirk!" 


The End 


